II

THE VICTIM

THE dawn-sky was a frail pearl-grey wash, and the
populace were pleased; for it was a festal day, the
day of Anna Perenna. Out into the Field of Mars tramped
the families and the lovers, carrying food in baskets, knap-
sacks, or kerchiefs; and the huxters went with them, the
shumbler with a barrow or tray on straps, the lordlier with
an ass and slave or two to set up a stall where cakes and
wine and bran-pies might be sold. This was the feast of the
returning year, eternally the same, yet patterning new
destinies for men.

The meeting of the Senate had also been fixed outside the
walls, in the same area as that to which the holidaying folk
betook themselves. Brutus set out a little before dawn. He
was glad to get into action at once, and as chief praetor had
arranged to hear some minor cases* The Senate was to meet
in the Curia on the southern side of the large Portico and
Theatre of Pompeius; and the attendants had the tribunal
erected ready for him as he entered with his lictors. The
litigants sat waiting on their bench. Important cases were
kept for the Comitium within the walls; and so Brutus, not
needing his group of assessors, set to woric to clear away the
matters of routine before him and to block from Ms mind
all other thoughts.

He was haunted by the look on his mother's face as they
had parted last night. Cassius was to blame; he had made
some biting remarks about Caesar's immoral relations with
women, and Brutus had chanced to look at ServiKa. She
had coloured and dropped her eyes, and the memory of the
things said years ago about her and Caesar had sunk Brutus
in depths of shame. There was no truth in the scandal;
and yet there he had seen his mother's face pleading,
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